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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

SONGS 

INVOCATION 

O glass-blower of time, 

Hast blown all shapes at thy fire ? 
Canst thou no lovelier bell, 

No clearer bubble, clear as delight, inflate me — 
Worthy to hold such wine 

As was never yet trod from the grape, 
Since the stars shed their light, since the moon 

Troubled the night with her beauty ? 



A VIVID GIRL 

Her face is fair and smooth and fine, 
Childlike, with secret laughter lit, 
Drooping in pity, bright with wit, 
A flower, a flame — God fashioned it. 
Who sees her tastes the sacred wine. 



PROVINCIAL 

The Dunkard ladies ride to town 

Demure in the wagon behind their men : 

Each wears a black bonnet tied under her chin, 
And a green or scarlet gown. 
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Provincial 

I saw three stand in an awning's shade, 
Where golden fruits were in prim rows laid — 

Plump girls, like rabbits, with dough-white skin. 
One sucked at a fig as at secret sin. 

Half-scared, half-stolid, they eye the crowd, 
Blink at shop-windows, gape toward the sky. 

A sharp Italian, chattering loud, 

Regards them — her glance is comedy! 

Clara Shanafelt 
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